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1 Thd-Jifloric 

O, the deuill take fuch coofeners,God forgiuc mce* 

Good Vncletell your tale, I haue done, 

War. Nay, if youliauenot,toitagaine, 

W e will Hay your lcil iir e . 

Hot. I haue done Ifaitli. 

Wor. Then once more to your Scottifh prifoners, 

Dehtter them vp, without their ranfomc ftraight, 

And make the Douglas fonne your onelymeane 
For Powers in Scotland, which for diuers reafons 
W hich I lhall fend you written, be afl’uf d 
Willcafily be granted you, my Lord. 

Y our fonne in Scotland being thus employed 1 . 

Shall fecretly into the bofome creepe 
Of tliat lame nobleprclatc vvelbelou’d. 

The Archbifhop. 

Hot [pur. Of Yorke, is it not? 
wv True, who bearcs hard 
His brothers death at Briftoivthc Lord Scroopc ; 

I fpeake not this in eftimation, 

As what I thinke miglit be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and let downe. 

And onely ftayes butto behold the face 
Of that ocealion that lTiall bring icon, 

Hotfp . I fmell it, V pon my life it will doe well. 

Hor. Before the game is afoot, thou Itill letft flip. 

Hot, Why, it cannot chu'fc but be a noble plot. 

And then thepower of Scotland, and of Yorke, V 

To ioyne with Mortimer, ha, 

U^or, And lo they fhall. 

Hot, In faith it is exceedingly well aimd, . 

Wor, A nd t’is no little realou bids vs fpced. 

To faue our heads, by railing of ahead: 

For beare our felues as cucn as we can. 

The King will alwayes thinke him in our debt, 

And thinke we thinke our felu es vnfatisfied, 

Till lie hath found a time to pay vs home. 

And lee already, how he doth begin , . . ! 

To make vs Grangers to his lookes of louc, 
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ofl-Tcnry the fourths 

Hot. We does, he does, wcclc be rcueng’d on him. 
H'er.Coofen, farewell. No further goem thjs, ;i ,,, 

Then I by letters lhall direfl your courfe 
When time is ripe, which will befuddenly: 

He lfeale to GJendower, and ]oe,Mortimcr, 

W here you and Douglas, and our pow ers at once. 

As I veill fafliion it, fliall happily meet, 

To bcate our fortunes in our ovvne ltrongarmcs, 

Which now we hold at much vncertaintlc. 
tior. Farewel good brother, we Dial thriue, I trull. 
fioi,; Vncle adieu:0 let the houses be fhort, ^ ~ 

Till fields, and blowcs,and grones applaud our Iport, Exeunt, 
Enter a Carrier Vrtt b a lan feme in bis hand. 

I Car. Heigh ho. An itbeenot foure by the day , llebec 
liangd, Charlcs’waine is ouerthenew Chimney, andyctour 
Jiorfe not packt. What Oilier. 

Oft. Anon, anon. ^ 

i Car. Iprcthcc Tom, beat Cuts faddlc, put afew flocks in 
the point, poore iade is wrung in the withers, out of all cefle< 
Enter another Carrier. 

. 4 C»vPeafeandbeanesareasdankehcrcasadog,andtIwt 

^s foe next way to giue poore lades the bots:this houlc ijtmncd 

vpfidedownefincc Robin Ollier died. 

I Car, P-oore fellow neucr ioied fince the price of Oates role* 

it was foe death of him. _ 

2 Car,T thinke this be the moll villainous houle in al London 
road for fleas, 1 am Hung like a Tench. . 

i C«r, Like a T enchfby the Mafic there is nc’re a king chrl- 
ften could be better bit,then 1 haue bin finccthe firft cockc, 
a Car. Why, they will allow vs nc’re a Iordane, and then we 
Ieake in your chimney, and your chamber-lie breeds fleas like 
a loach. 

1 Car .What, 1 Oilier, come away,and be hang’ d, come away. 

2 Car, I haue a gammon ot Bacon, and two razes of Gin- 
ger, to be deliuered asfarre as Charing crolfc. 

l Car. Gods body, the T urkics in my Panicr arc quiet llai- 
ueduvhat Oilier? a plague on thee, hall thou neucr an cic in thy 
headman’ll notlware, and t’werc not as good deede as dnnk to 
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